Hey, you! 

You're a fan, right? You’re not just here to 
consume. Sure, we’re here to observe the 
awesomeness born of toys made by corporations and 
a story concocted to sell them, but that doesn’t make 
us total sell-outs. We’re here this weekend to be part 
of the big social construct known as Transformers 
fandom. And the fandom is about more than just 
buying things. It’s about interacting with people who 
will all laugh at a joke invoking both Transformers 
and Nintendo-whore movie “The Wizard’. It’s about 
wondering what’s up with that dude from NRG. It’s 
about having conversations in which nobody can 
agree on anything but at least, unlike just about 
everybody else you interact with in day-to-day life, 
they know what you’re talking about. And it’s about 
creativity. We get together like this not just because 
we all appreciate the same things, but because we 
want to see each other’s take on it as well. We want 
to see each other’s art, we want to read what 
everyone else has to say about this universe we 
share through fiction and essays. If sharing your love 
of Transformers with others wasn’t part of the whole 
experience for you, you wouldn’t have trekked out to 
Texas to be here. 

So c'mon, pick this up. See what others have to 
say about Transformers. You'll feel like a part of 
something bigger for it. 


-Trixter 
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Change of Heart 
By Bobbi Carothers 


Arcee didn’t know what to think. 

To say that things had been chaotic over the last few months would be to make the 
biggest understatement of the century. Optimus was dead. Unicron had been 
defeated, his decapitated head now a blasphemous moon orbiting Cybertron. New 
allies had been found in the Junkions. Rodimus had ascended to Prime and had re- 
discovered the role of the Quintessons in Transformer history. The Decepticons were 
under the leadership of Galvatron. 

Things had changed. 

“Crap,” Springer cursed a few feet away. 

But, the more things changed, the more they stayed the same. 

She rubbed a hand across her forehead, sitting on a chair in the middle of the rec 
room, trying to order her thoughts. “What’s wrong?” 

“You know...” he started, collecting a handful of darts from the floor, part of some 
enlarged version of a human game Spike had told him about. “I should really be much 
better at this than | am. This is kind of embarrassing.” 

“Oh, that.” Nothing important, then. She slipped back into her thoughts, the muffled 
thunk of the darts hitting the board or pinging off of the wall when thrown wide of their 
mark barely puncturing her concentration. 

“Sooo, what's up with you and Rod these days?” He threw again and missed, the 
dart bouncing to the far corner of the room and losing its fletching on the way. That 
would make the little bastard even harder to find under what passed for furniture in the 
old lacon facilities. “Dammit,” under his breath this time, trying not to break Arcee’s 
train of thought. 

She heard where the metal-tipped object landed, but didn’t bother turning to point it 
out for him, knowing he’d be even more irritated at not being able to find it for himself, 
first. “I’m not so sure there is a ‘me and Rod’ anymore.” She found Springer’s 
abbreviation of his name oddly comforting, even if she only used it when alone around 
the triple changer. Hot Rod, Rodimus; using the mutual component of both names in an 
effort to connect the past and present. Though the present incarnation had developed 
some unforeseen negativities. “Things have... changed.” 

“What, are you worried he can’t handle it? He’s doing pretty well for someone who’s 
recently had a major... erm,” he stooped over in the corner to retrieve the dart. 
“_...Promotion.” 

“Actually, I’m more worried about how he’s treating you.” Now she did turn to face 
him, his head down as he fitted the fletching back on to the tail end of the dart. 

He paused for a moment, looking at the object in his hands, then brought his optics 
up to meet hers with his full attention. “What do you mean?” 

“After what happened to you on Goo, after Wrek-Gar put you back together... you’d 
think Rodimus would've been a little happier to see that you were back in one piece, 
and, you know... *alive?*” 

Springer shrugged. “The guy did just have his own near-death experience, and was 
apparently considering giving himself another one at the time. He was just preoccupied, 
that’s all.” 

“You weren't preoccupied with your near-death experience when we found him 
unconscious.” 

He frowned, breaking her gaze and walking back to the throw-line. “That’s different.” 
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“How is that different?” 

“It just is.” He threw the first of three darts, harder this time, rattling the board when it 
hit near the edge. 

“Because you're used to taking care of him.” 

“Maybe.” He threw again, missing this time. His frown deepened. 

“Even if he doesn't return the favor.” 

He threw the third, missing wildly. Keeping his temper under wraps, he was still 
unable to conceal an angry look in her direction as he went to collect the projectiles. 
“Maybe if everyone would give the guy a break and let him settle in to things, he’d be 
just fine. | doubt the matrix is as simple as some plug-and-play instant-Prime toggle 
switch. He still has to grow into the leadership business. | thought *you* of all people 
would cut him a little more slack than this.” 

“Dammit, Springer...” She could stand it no longer, getting up from her seat and 
taking the darts out of his hand. “It’s not about *leadership.*” She punctuated the word 
by throwing one of the darts at the board, but her optics did not leave his. “It’s about 
being a “friend.*” Another throw to the board, their optics still locked. “And you deserve 
better than *that.*” Another throw, and with that, she finally looked away from him and 
left the room. 

His gaze lingered on the door for a moment, not knowing what to say or how to feel. 
Turning back to the dartboard, his optics widened. 

She'd thrown three bull’s-eyes in a row. 

He distinctly remembered her *not* looking where she was throwing. 

“Damn.” He plucked them out, one by one. “She has *got* to teach me how to 
do this.” 


Clifffumper by Graham “LV!” Weaver 


Transformers Universe: Prime Number 


The Age of Internment. High above lacon. 

Optimus Prime looked out the viewport and his shoulders dropped. He had half- 
expected to see droves of Autobots milling about lacon, hundreds of his comrades 
peacefully going about their lives, as if Megatron never existed. He had drilled into his 
consciousness some idyllic view of a happy lacon, but that was something he would, 
until the end of his days, never see again. Prime had himself nearly convinced that the 
past few weeks were merely a glitch in his repair-cycle subconscious programming, a 
bad dream that could be blinked away with the next reactivation. 

lacon lay in smoldering ruins. Dead and injured Transformers—Decepticon and 
Autobot alike—lined the streets and alleyways. The smiling golden dome of the Stellar 
Galleries was scorched and riddled with holes. Apex Tower, the heart of Cybertron’s 
commercial district, was no more than a mountain of slag in the northeast quadrant of 
the city. At the heart of it all was a small pocket of warfare outside what was once a 
vast library. His library. 

Megatron stood there, Soundwave and Thundercracker pushing their backs to 
him. The trio was surrounded by Ironhide, Cliffjumper, and the Omnibots, and the five 
Autobots were pressing in hard. Fallen Decepticons littered the ground at Megatron’s 
boots: a stunned Starscream, a dead and dismembered pair of Soundwave’s tiny 
minions, and one of Bombshell’s legs (Prime couldn't identify the whereabouts of the 
rest of Bombshell, but considering the carnage around them he wagered it was not far). 

“Bring us down!” Prime ordered. “Now!” 

The pilot, an untested violet Autobot called Skyfall, swiveled his head around to 
respond to Prime. “But sir, we’d be vaporized for sure. The Decepticons have set up a 
perimeter with autoguns and a--” 

Skyfall’s words fell on deaf receptors. With a mighty boom, Prime shot through 
the door of the transport, and dropped the one and a half kilometers from the shuttle to 
the ground. 

It took him all of a nanobreem, it seemed. Rifle blazing, he easily caught 
Thundercracker in the shoulder, ripping through the Skyraider’s armor and severing the 
Decepticon’s arm at the biceps swivel. Another shot and Thundercracker dropped. 

Soundwave was less easily swayed. As Megatron kept blasting at the 
Omnibots—their “super powers” were causing too much of a delay—the lieutenant was 
wasting no time securing the area. He wordlessly fired a salvo from his shoulder- 
mounted canister grenade launcher, and the six projectiles snaked their way through 
the sky toward Prime. Two sliced through the armor on Prime’s leg, embedding 
themselves but not detonating. “Duds,” Prime thought. He was still descending. His 
landing would be painful. 

His boots hit the ground, and the grenades hit their mark. Prime’s entire wheel 
assembly was ripped away. He wouldn't be transforming and rolling over anything 
anytime soon. 

He had no time to double over in pain. Soundwave had to answer for what he’d 
done before Prime would allow himself the luxury of suffering. Soundwave went down 
faster than Thundercracker, with a well placed crack on the chin, an uppercut to his 
midsection, a staggering burst of light from the flashbombs embedded in Prime’s chest- 
mounted headlights. A low-powered shot from Prime’s rifle finished the job, and 
Soundwave fell lifeless just behind the last standing Decepticon. 

It was Megatron’s turn. 


“It’s over, Prime,” the Decepticon commander smirked, bringing his fusion 
cannon to bear. He wielded a diamond-shaped sword, which shimmered in the 
reflected light of several dozen fires. Prime looked down at the power display on his 
weapon, and his fuel pump sank. Dead. 

The unmistakable hum began, and Optimus Prime knew it really was over. The 
noise, which normally accompanied a charged shot from Megatron’s hip cannon, went 
beyond the level Prime had become accustomed to: a certain pitch meant he was about 
to fire, but the whine increased its ascent. A dark sphere was beginning to form at the 
muzzle of the gun. 

“When | built this cannon, | accidentally tripped over the space-time continuum, 
as it were. | discovered that | could fuel the cannon with an abundance of dark matter, 
essentially tapping into a black hole | recently located as residing on the far arm of the 
galaxy. The accident brought me glimpses of what | eventually discerned to be other 
realities. Realities where | don’t exist, and Cybertron is sickly and weak under the rule 
of Autobot law. This weapon, | theorized, could simultaneously be the solution to such 
a malaise. | haven’t tested it yet, and I’m sure it'll probably backfire, but you’ve been a 
persistent enough thorn in my side to warrant the risk. Goodbye, Optimus Prime.” 

The burst shot forth from the cannon’s barrel, turning everything white and black 
at the same time. Optimus Prime and Megatron were both blinded by the flash, and all 
sensation ceased. 

His optics flickered back on and he took in his surroundings. It was the familiar 
shuttle he had just jumped from. Skyfall manned the controls, just like a moment ago. 
He stood, shaky, and moved to the viewport. 


The Golden Age. High above lacon. 

Orion Pax looked out the viewport and his spark surged. He had half-expected 
to see droves of Autobots slain on the pavement, hundreds of his comrades finally at 
peace going to the ends of their lives, as if Megatron had crushed them all. What he 
saw was a new day on Cybertron, the first of many. Barrelroller beeped cautiously at 
his side, and he looked down at the drone. “Understood.” 

The shuttlecraft touched down gently, and Orion Pax stepped down the gantry, 
Barrelroller at his side. “A new day,” he smiled. 

He strode into the main bazaar in lacon, and greeted the day. 

Behind him, an unmistakable hum began its steady ascent into the higher 
frequencies. 


Is that who 
[ think itis?! 


Hey Sunstreaker! | think 
Tracks stole your paint apps! 


The next mech who calls 
me Sunstreaker gets a shot 
In the CROTCHPLATE! 
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Black on black crime? 
What's wrong with you, Turkey?! 
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Sparkplug -— Fanbio by Trixter 
"We must all learn to live in peace." 


FUNCTION: Mini-Con/Autobot Liaison 

POWERLINX: Primal Scream 

PROFILE: 

Idealistic and philosophical, Sparkplug is determined to find a way for the Mini-Cons to live in peace and 
on their own terms - and he's decided the only way to accomplish that is by working with the Autobots. 
He's developed a close friendship with Optimus Prime, and the Autobot leader looks to him to honestly 
tell him how best to deal with the other Mini-Cons who have come to them for protection. Sparkplug 
trusts Prime not to treat the Mini-Cons as tools, but he feels the Autobot still needs some guidance. 
Having been a shining beacon of leadership to the Autobot forces for much of his life, Prime isn't used to 
allies who don't necessarily look up to him, and Sparkplug considers it a major part of his job to remind 
Prime that the Mini-Cons are there entirely by choice. But it was more than chance that brought the two 
together. Though he doesn't fully understand it, Sparkplug has access to an ancient power that's drawn 
to Prime's own Matrix. Optimus also feels this connection, but they have agreed that this link must 
remain secret to keep Megatron from making Sparkplug's capture a tactical priority. It may be this power 
that gives Sparkplug all the selflessness, courage, and drive to do what's right that would be expected of 
Prime himself. However, Sparkplug still lacks experience, and all the natural instinct in the world can't 
keep him from worrying himself constantly over whether his actions are ultimately the best for the Mini- 
Cons as a whole. 


ABILITIES: 

Sparkplug's alt-mode is modeled after an Earth sports car. In that mode he is capable of speeds up to 
120MPH with a range of over 1,000 miles. He is very intelligent, with a highly-developed sense of tactics 
and an innate feel for leadership. The power he wields gives him strength and endurance well above 
average for a Mini-Con. Any Transformer he Powerlinx to is given a raw shot of this ancient power, 
boosting strength, firepower, and even wisdom. The power boost is even more pronounced when he 
links to Optimus Prime, though that quality may be common to any Matrix-Bearer. 


WEAKNESSES: 

Though he possesses natural leadership capabilities, Sparkplug remains unwilling to trust in himself, and 
this often leads to him worrying over his decisions when he should be acting on them. His idealistic views 
of right and wrong cause him to be reluctant to compromise. Apart from his size, he has no known 
physical weaknesses. 
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Leader-1 — Fanbio by Trixter 
"You're going down!" 


FUNCTION: Mini-Con Commander 

POWERLINX: Fireblast 

PROFILE: 

In a previous life, Leader-1 was the wise, noble, and deeply respected leader of the Mini-Con race. It was 
this position that made him a natural target for Megatron. The Decepticon commander made a point to 
strike first at the Mini-Con capital and its leadership in hopes of confusing and demoralizing the remaining 
Mini-Cons, and he took their beloved commander as his personal favorite. Moreso than any other, 
Leader-1 was subjected to horrible experiments at the hands of Megatron, ranging from physical 
augmentation to increase his power output to psychological control programming to ensure his 
submission. Used as a testbed for Megatron's horrible new technologies, Leader-1 became warped. 


This shared history has linked Leader-1 and Megatron irrevocably. The Mini-Con hates his master 
passionately, and yet the control programming Megatron forced into his cerebral network prevents him 
from ever fully betraying him. His willpower and overwhelming desire for vengeance has allowed him 
some small moments of revenge, but he is incapable of doing anything that would destroy his master. 
But because of this brainwashing, used only on Leader-1 because of its proven imperfections, he is the 
only Mini-Con Megatron is willing to fully rely on. Sadly, a combination of the programming and his own 
anger has twisted the once-heroic leader into a creature as dark and obsessive as Megatron himself. He 
no longer cares about the fates of the Mini-Cons who once looked up to him, and has been known to 
betray them to Megatron - but only when it suited his own purposes. He cares more about taking revenge 
against the tyrant than he does about his once-loyal Mini-Cons or even the freedom he would win in the 
act. Freedom no longer matters to him so long as he may some day be able to visit upon Megatron the 
horrors he has endured at his hand. 


ABILITIES: 

Leader-1 is a multi-changer, able to change into not only his original self-propelled artillery form, but also 
augmented by Megatron to form three different but equally devastating double-barreled weapons. One 
configuration allows him to be mounted to Megatron's forearm, the second is designed for a compartment 
in Megatron's shoulder, and the third allows him to be placed on top of the Decepticon's tank turret. In 
vehicle mode, he can traverse rugged terrain at 30MPH and smooth terrain at 50MPH. He is also one of 
the physically strongest Mini-Cons, able to lift up to 1 ton without assistance. He possesses a brilliant 
tactical mind. By linking to another Transformer, he gives a massive power boost to any built-in weapons. 
He also specifically unlocks an extra volley of missiles for Megatron to use. Leader-1 increases the 
power of larger Transformers to a greater degree than any other Mini-Con save possibly Sparkplug. 


WEAKNESSES: 

Leader-1's greatest weakness is his own obsession, which often causes him to eschew logical tactics in 
favor of a chance to strike back at his master. The alienation his relationship with Megatron has caused 
between him and the other Mini-Cons leaves him open to retaliation by those upset over his regular 
betrayals, especially by those who looked up to him in the past. The inner conflict between his hatred 
and the control program may eventually cause his mind to shut down entirely; signs of instability have 
already begun to show. The modifications made to increase his power output are also slowly taking a toll 
on his body. 
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Vengance 
By Rob "Minor Irritant" London 


With a dull buzz and the stench of burning plastic, the Mini-Con's optics lit up. 

The bulky figure looming over him raised his arm, on which was mounted a large buzzsaw and 
motioned to some unseen compatriots, shouting, "He's reactivated!" Despite the yellow-and-gray robot's 
lack of facial features, the Mini-Con could tell that he was...pleased? 

Two more robots joined the first one - they were all Mini-Cons like himself, he realised. One was 
squat, orange, and ugly, with a bucket-shaped head. He seemed bored. The third one was dark grey, 
and smiled kindly. 

"Good morning. How do you feel?" He tapped the side of the Mini-Con's head, gently. 

"| feel...who are you? Who am |?" 

The orange mech narrowed his eyelights. "I told you, Dualor. His circuits are fried - we should have 
just lobotomised him when we had the chance - " 

The one called Dualor held up his arm, quieting the orange one. "Silence." His tone softened, and he 
turned back to his guest. "| am Dualor, brother Mini-Con. This is Drill Bit, and this is Buzzsaw", he said, 
gesturing first to the buckethead, and then to the wheel-arm. 

Dualor, Drill Bit, Buzzsaw...he knew those names. 

"And you, of course...are Leader-1." 

Yes...yes! Memories began to flood his mind. A planet of giants, living in harmony with the Mini- 
Cons...war between the giants, with the Mini-Cons used as living weapons...and the Hunter. The Hunter 
had been his master, his owner for more than a million years - and then he had outgrown him. And 
thrown him away like a piece of trash. 

"Megatron...Galvatron - he killed me! And you - you're all dead! Is this..." 

Dualor smiled, slightly. "Oh, reports of our deactivation have been greatly exaggerated - by us. It's 
better that the Decepticons think us dead. And as for you...well, you were mostly dead. Galvatron has 
no use for old toys." 

"|... can't feel my legs." 

"That's because Galvatron blew them off - along with your arms and a good third of your torso. I'm 
afraid we weren't able to salvage too much - " 

As Leader-1's optics grew clearer, he saw what had happened to him. Where his limbs had once 
been, there were only crude cables attaching him to a ring-shaped frame - he was a fly trapped in a web 
of wires. 

And as his vision grew clearer, his mind grew clearer still. He remembered Dualor - and he was no 
friend. 

"What have you done to me, you lunatic?" He tried to move, tangling himself even further in the 
thicket of cables that ensnared his torso. 

Dualor's smile didn't fade. "I'm giving you exactly what you want, Leader-1 - revenge. Revenge that 
you alone will be able to carry out - after all, | didn't bribe Thunderclash to pull you out of orbit for your 
scintillating conversation skills." 

"Why me?" 

"Well, there is your boundless hatred for Galvatron - but that's merely a bonus. While you were 
floating lifelessly in the void, you missed a lot. And the most important of those things, for our purposes is 
your replacement as Galvatron's pet powercell." 

"It's Inferno, isn't it? That toadying slime..." 

"Oh, you wish. No, Galvatron's new partner is none other than Clench." 

The name hit Leader-1 like a laser blast. "No..." 

"Yes. That's why it's so perfect. You see, | bribed the Mini-Con engineers who rebuilt Clench to 
accommodate Galvatron's power to add in some...special features. Are you familiar with the override 
command the Bulks use to control us, Leader-1?" 

Leader-1 just glowered at him. 

"Yes, of course you are. When | killed my first Bulk, millennia ago, | dissected his carcass, and 
eventually managed to reverse-engineer that override mechanism. Over time, | managed to construct an 
apparatus that could allow a Mini-Con to control a Bulk - just as they control us. Unfortunately, only Drill 
Bit, Buzzsaw, and myself were willing to have them installed in our bodies - the rest of our downtrodden 
race feared reprisals from the Decepticons. And even our devices were damaged in the crash of the 
Exodux, making them erratic. We mouldered away in Megatron's service on Earth, secretly plotting his 
downfall, but without the means to do so. Eventually, we faked out own deaths, and stowed away in the 
hold of the Hydra. So, when we returned to Cybertron, | was pleased to find our old workshop intact - 
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with all the means to construct more such devices. But | couldn't just implant them in random Mini-Cons - 
who can you trust these days? So, when Galvatron fired you - literally - | had my chance. Rage is the 
only emotion | trust, Leader-1 - and that makes you the most trustworthy Mini-Con in the galaxy. And 
what luck that Galvatron had chosen your broth - " 

"You're wrong. He's not." 

"Whatever. With your...familial connection, you'll be able to control Clench once he powerlinks to 
Galvatron - and through him, you will control Galvatron. The greatest enemy of the Mini-Cons will 
become their liberator." He paused, and pointed at Leader-1. "And you, Leader-1 - you will be the 
greatest hero our people have ever known." 

With that, he flicked a switch, sending Leader-1 back into sleep mode. 

"Sweet dreams, old friend." 


Dualor brushed past Drill Bit and Buzzsaw on his way to his private quarters. He needed time to think, 
and he didn't need them distracting him 

He liked them both. He really did. He just didn't trust them. 

They both thought that Leader-1 was going to be the hero in all this. They were right, to a certain 
extent. He was going to be something even better than a hero. 

A martyr. 

By the time the mission was complete, Leader-1 would be left an oil-drooling, circuit-scorched empty. 
Buzzsaw was too soft-sparked to be told of this, and Drill Bit was too cruel - he'd only use the knowledge 
to torment Buzzsaw. 

His thoughts began to wander, as they often did when he was alone. After Operation: Parasite, the 
Mini-Cons would control Cybertron. Would they, he wondered, be better caretakers of it that the Autobots 
and Decepticons? 

He knew that they would, of course. He would lead them, after all. 


"One side, micron!" 

Clench roughly shoved Blackout aside as he strode into the testing room. He saw Demolishor 
manning the sensor array in the spacious steel chamber, and sneered. "This is the best technician we 
have? Clearly, things are going to have to change - look at me while I'm talking to you, you overbuilt 
dump truck!" 

Demolishor gritted his teeth, and turned to the Mini-Con. "I'm busy preparing the systems for 
Galvatron's arrival. | can't let you bother me." He grunted, and turned back to his monitor. He wasn't 
about to let anyone call him a dump truck - especially not a Mini-Con. 

"Is that jealousy | hear in your voice, you walking scrapheap? Jealous of my state-of-the-art systems - 
systems that'll make me a more integral part of Galvatron's plans than you'll ever be?" He stomped over 
to Demolishor and kicked him, hard, in the shins. Demolishor just grunted and kept working. 

Watching from the shadows, Blackout actually found himself felling sorry for his partner. The big 
lugnut had kinda grown on him - he didn't like him, but he had some grudging respect for him. He didn't 
deserve this, that's for sure. Nobody deserved the treatment they got from Clench. The Decepticons and 
Mini-Cons didn't deserve the abuse he heaped on them, and Galvatron sure didn't deserve the fawning 
he and he alone received from the little punk. 

That's why Blackout had jumped at the chance to spy on him for Dualor. He didn't know what the plan 
was, but Dualor had assured him that Clench would pay dearly for his arrogance - and that Leader-1 
would get his revenge. 

Truth be told, he hadn't cared much for Leader-1 when he'd been the defacto ‘leader’ of the 
Decepticon Mini-Cons, but now that he was gone...yeah, Blackout missed the little freak. 

Pounding, thunderous footfalls announced the arrival of Galvatron. He flung open the door, and 
strode in, looking every part the emperor he was. "Are you prepared for testing, Clench?" he asked, in his 
hypnotic, kingly tones. 

"Ready, willing, and able, mighty Galvatron!" Blackout fought the urge to gag. 

"Excellent." Galvatron held up his fist. "Clench - POWERLINX!" 

Clench leapt into the air and transformed, attaching himself solidly to his master's forearm. 

That was what Dualor had been waiting for. Surreptitiously, Blackout tapped his communicator. 


A klaxon sounded in the Destruction Team's underground lair. 
Buzzsaw leapt into action. "That's the signal!" 
As Buzzsaw and Drill Bit manned their consoles, Dualor flicked a switch to reactivate Leader-1. 
"Is it time?" 
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"Yes. It's time." 

As they spoke, a Powerlinx hardpoint, evidently scavenged from a dead Bulk, swung out from the 
ceiling on along articulated arm. As it inched towards Leader-1, fear filled his optics, and he began to 
squirm, trying to avoid it. 

"No! Don't fight it, you'll only make it - " 

The hardpoint slid into Leader-1's port. He screamed. 

"- worse." 


Immediately, Galvatron knew something was wrong. He felt a strange presence invade his mind - 
alien, yet also somehow familiar. 

He shook it off like a heavy blanket, and bellowed, "Clench, disengage!" 

Clench did not respond. He grabbed the Mini-Con with his other hand, trying to simply tear it off his 
arm. As soon as he made contact with Clench, however, bolts of energy arced across his arm, making 
him pull it away in pain. 

As he watched in horror, the arm to which Clench was attached began to move - seemingly with a 
mind of its own. The hand clenched into a fist and, without warning, socked Galvatron in the jaw. 

He staggered back, and felt the contagion spread through his entire body. His legs, his arms...his 
entire body was now under the control of the other. 

He felt it touch his mind once more - and this time, he recognised it. With the last of his mental 
strength, he gasped: 

"You!" 

And with that, Galvatron sunk beneath the sea of fury that had flooded his mind. 

"G-Galvatron? The power levels were off the scale, but - " 

Galvatron whirled to see Demolishor trembling at his monitor. He snarled, and brought his main 
cannon to bear on his subordinate. 

"Galvatron? What's the matter?" 

Galvatron only growled, and began to power up his weapon. 

Reluctantly, Demolishor realised that he would have to defend himself. "Er...Blackout, powerlink!" 

Blackout was nowhere to be found. 

"Ah, nuts." 

With a deafening crack, Galvatron nearly blew Demolishor in half. 

He blasted his way out of the testing chamber, and headed straight for the Mini-Con pens. 

"Neeeed....p0weerrrrrrrr..." 


Waterlog glared at his opponent, his cruel optics sizing him up for any potential weaknesses. He 
looked down at his hand. "Be ye having...any eights?" 

Scattor stared him down with his single red eye, a cruel smirk on his face. "Go fish." 

"Darrr." The grizzled Mini-Con drew a card from the deck, glanced at it, and shoved it into the rest of 
his hand. "This hand be fit for Davy Jones' Locker, says I." 

Thunderwing sighed. "Maaaaaan. | vote we play for money next time." 

"| told you we should have played euchre. This is boring - and Zapmaster, my face is up here!" 
scolded Ironhide, slapping the skinny gray mech. 

"Whatever," mumbled Zapmaster, as he went back to ogling her. 

Ironhide threw up her hands. "Men." 

There was a loud banging on the door of the Mini-Con holding chamber. Oceanglide looked up from 
his notepad. "Er, anyone order room service?" 

Suddenly, two giant hands burst through the metal wall, tearing it like tissue paper. The terrifying form 
of Galvatron stepped through the gaping hole a maniacal gleam in his eye. 

"Mini-Cons - powerlink." 

At his command, the mass of Mini-Cons in the chamber leapt at him, converting to vehicle mode and 
attaching themselves to him like barnacles - all save Ironhide and Zapmaster, who had been programmed 
only to respond to the vocal commands of their respective partners. 

For a moment, all was silent, as Galvatron absorbed the massive power boosts provided him by the 
Air Military, Night Attack, and Sea Teams. Then, as suddenly as he entered, he left, leaving Ironhide and 
Zapmaster behind. 

"So, 'Hide, when | asked you if | was the last Mini-Con on Cybertron - " 

"No!" 
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Deep in his memories, Galvatron knew where to go to find the most power - he still hungered for more, 
even as the combined power of ten Mini-Cons coursed through his systems: the Black Freighter. 

Back in the days when the Autobots possessed all three legendary Mini-Con weapons, Megatron had 
sought to duplicate their power by creating his own legendary weapons - the Dark Saber, the Skydoom 
Shield, and the Dirge Cannon. Using living Mini-Cons as his raw materials, Megatron had created virtual 
duplicates of the nine Mini-Cons who comprised the legendary weapons - but at a price. The clones were 
mentally and physically unstable - the Dirge Cannon was fired only once before it self-destructed. 

The remaining six were deemed too dangerous to be used, and were shut away in an unmanned 
drone freighter and shipped back to Cybertron. The freighter had never been opened, but was simply 
parked in the catacombs beneath Decepticon Headquarters - just in case. 

Galvatron tore through the black stealth plating that gave the ship its name, revealing six Mini-Con 
panels. 

"Arise." 

The panels glowed briefly, and released six robots, the Air Assault and Road Assault Teams. They 
barely had time to contemplate their new freedom before Galvatron scooped them up, forcing them into 
their weapon modes. Already studded with Mini-Cons, Galvatron grasped the Dark Saber in his right 
hand and held it aloft, illuminating the dark chamber with coruscating dark energy. Mounting the 
Skydoom Shield on his left arm, he headed back towards the surface of Cybertron, cutting a swath 
through the catacombs with the Saber. 

"Rr...rrr... REVENGE." 


Dualor had never, in his entire life, felt such joy. He watched the images of chaos and carnage 
projected on monitors strewn about the workshop, cheering every Decepticon casualty. 

Buzzsaw cleared his throat. "Er, Dualor? Doesn't using those Mini-Cons feel...well, wrong to you?" 
"The ends justify the means, Buzzsaw. This is the greatest day in Mini-Con history - Independence 
Day! Once the smoke has cleared, those Mini-Cons will be proud to have played a part in destroying our 

oppressors." 

Leader-1's visor had taken on an eerie glow, but he hung silent and motionless from his restraints. He 
was still disoriented by Galvatron's power, but was quickly becoming adjusted to his new form - as was 
evidenced by the increasing efficiency of his Decepticon slaughter. 

Suddenly, Leader-1's torso jerked, and he spoke. "Black tears/Endless dreams of darkness/My pain is 
life" 

The Destruction Team was momentarily stunned. Drill Bit finally broke the silence, and asked, "Was 
that...poetry?" 

"It was bad poetry," answered Buzzsaw. 

"I'd recognize that bad poetry anywhere - it's Broadside's. And Broadside is currently powerlinked to 
Galvatron...interesting. Somehow, the mind-link between Leader-1, Clench, and Galvatron has created 
similar links between the Mini-Cons powerlinked to Galvatron. Fascinating." 

"Dualor, we should abort. Who knows what the long-term effects on the - " 

"Abort? Don't be a fool! A few technical glitches are immaterial. Our triumph is all but assured." 


The flight decks atop Decepticon HQ were in utter chaos. Some soldiers ran about in a panic, while 
others just congregated at the ledges of the landing pads, watching the chaos unfold below. 

Down at street level, Galvatron was single-handedly demolishing the massed forces of the Decepticon 
Army. As they watched, he crushed Hardtop beneath his foot, blew Sharkticon into scrap, and disarmed 
(literally) Wheeljack with the Dark Saber. 

The sound of firing cannons on the airstrip made the Decepticon pilots turn around and take notice of 
the source of the noise - Skywarp. 

He held his sword aloft, as a challenge to the other Decepticons. "Enough! The facts are clear - 
Galvatron has gone mad, and if he isn't stopped, he'll kill us all. True, he's decimating the ground forces, 
but he can't fly. | want everyone and everything in the air in ten minutes. Throw everything you have 
against Galvatron - kill him if you must." 

Within five minutes, the full force of the Decepticon Air Force descended upon Galvatron. 
Thundercracker and Skywarp flew in circles around him, firing their weapons into him at point-blank 
range. Predacon dug his toe-claws into his back and bathed his head in flame-breath. Cyclonus simply 
hovered in front of him and barraged him with firepower. Terrorsaur and Slugslinger divebombed him, 
clipping him with their wings for good measure. 

For a moment, Galvatron seemed to be weakening. 

That moment passed quickly. 
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With one swift motion, he sliced Terrorsaur's right wing off, sending him spiraling out of control into 
Cyclonus. He grabbed Slugslinger and crushed him like a paper airplane. Using Skydoom, he ricocheted 
Skywarp's missiles back into Thundercracker, knocking him out of the sky. He then tore Predacon off his 
back, shot him with his numerous missile launchers, and tossed him into the distance. 

Skywarp, the assault force's sole survivor, landed and transformed to robot mode. He defiantly drew 
his sword. 

Galvatron laughed. "You are beaten." 

Skywarp smirked behind his faceplate. "And you...are distracted." 

A deafening roar behind Galvatron made him whirl around - only to face the innumerable gun 
emplacements of Tidal Wave's colossal combined vehicle mode. 

As Skywarp transformed back to jet mode and rocketed away, Tidal Wave opened fire. 

Even the Skydoom couldn't block all of that firepower. Galvatron's armor plating began to boil away 
beneath the withering hail of destruction. His internal mechanisms melting, he began to panic. As his 
face was blown off, he held the Dark Saber in the air, summoning a titanic bolt of dark lightning from the 
heavens. 

It struck Tidal Wave right in the conning tower, silencing his mighty weapons. As the weapons fire 
subsided, Galvatron fired every weapon on his body, and every weapon systems his Mini-Cons 
possessed. 

The onslaught of missiles and energy beams hit the massive bulk of Tidal Wave just astern of his 
powerful engines, sending him drifting aimlessly. He collided with the monolithic Cyberbank Tower, 
destroying it and entombing himself in rubble. 

Galvatron, his optics now staring out of a faceless mass of wires, simply stared for a few seconds. 
Then, as if drawn by a magnet, he began to head east. 


"Excellent. The Decepticons have fallen - now for the Autobots!" 

"Er, Dualor?" Drill Bit pointed to the radar screen on the wall, and the blinking purple dot representing 
the Decepticon leader. "The Autobot base is west. Galvatron's going east." 

"Impossible! | loaded those directional coordinates into Leader-1's brain myself. Leader-1!" 

Leader-1 did not answer. But once more he spoke, in voices not his own. 

"Free me...death from above...this, like, totally eats...| can feel my mind...shiver me timbers...it's 
scrappin' time... WE ARE COMING." 

Dualor looked on as horror as he realised that some of the voices were from Mini-Cons who were not 
linked to Galvatron. Somehow, it had expanded, taking over the minds of other Mini-Cons...but how? 

He looked over to see Buzzsaw leaning over the fallen form of Drill Bit. "What's wrong with him?" 

"Can't you see? Leader-1 has used your machine to tap into the Linkage itself - and absorb the minds 
of every Mini-Con in the universe." 

"The Linkage? Religious claptrap, Buzzsaw - | thought you were smarter than that." 

Buzzsaw's saw began to spin, and he moved towards Leader-1. "That doesn't matter, Dualor! You've 
always told me to do what's best for Mini-Conkind - well, it's time! If we disconnect Leader-1, we can still 
save - shraak!" 

Twin trails of smoke drifted from the barrels of Dualor's cannons. "You can't take this away from me, 
Buzzsaw. Nobody can. You'll understand when you wake up." 

He turned back to the radar screen. Galvatron continued to move eastward...but towards what? 

With a sinking feeling in his processor, Dualor realised that Galvatron was heading towards him. 
Perhaps Buzzsaw was right, after all. 

He charged his cannons. "Sorry, Leader-1, but I'm going to finish what Galvatron started!" 

Oh, I'm afraid you won't. 

Dualor whirled to confront Leader-1 - or at least tried to. He found that he was no longer in control of 
his body...or his mind. 

Payback's a glitch, isn't it? 


Buzzsaw shakily got to his feet. He didn't remember what had knocked him out, but the two charred 
holes on his chestplate gave him a pretty good idea. 

The workshop had all the stillness of a tomb. Since he'd been knocked out, Leader-1 had apparently 
taken over Dualor's mind, in addition to Drill Bit's and Primus-only-knows how many others. Leader-1 
hung silently in his harness, insidiously devouring minds 

Buzzsaw fired up his saw, and lunged at Leader-1. 

You don't want to do that, do you, Buzzsaw? 

The saw stopped spinning. "Get out of my head, Leader-1. This is for your own good." 
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You can't stop me now. Once Galvatron kills you, Drill Bit, and Dualor, he will free me, and I will lead 
the Decepticons! With the power of the Linkage under my control, | have limitless power - I'll accomplish 
what Galvatron never could! Worlds without end, living in fearful peace - and nobody, nobody...will ever 
hurt me ever again. 

Buzzsaw realised, as Leader-1 ranted, that he was still in control of his own body. Somehow, in his 
unhinged mental state, Leader-1 had stretched himself too thin - already, he could see Drill Bit and Dualor 
beginning to stir. However, the increasingly loud attempts of Galvatron to blast into the subterranean 
workshop indicated that his control of the Decepticon tyrant was as strong as ever. 

And he was getting closer. The walls shook as Galvatron burrowed ever closer to their haven. 
Monitors began to fall from the walls, lights flickered, and a loud rumbling filled the room. Buzzsaw 
gathered up Drill Bit and Dualor, slinging them over his shoulders. "It's been fun. Say hi to Galvatron for 
me." 

The rumbling grew to a roar, and the ceiling began to collapse. Buzzsaw scrambled into a narrow 
tunnel with his comrades, leaving Leader-1 to scream impotently. 

You cannot escape me! My reach extends beyond the heavens themselves - | am your leader! | am 
The One! | - 

A large hanging sensor array plummeted from the ceiling and tore Leader-1 from his harness. The 
rest of the room quickly followed, crushing him beneath countless tons of metal and glass. 

Galvatron awoke several hours later at the bottom of a deep blast crater, very confused. 


Above the planet of Cybertron, a terrible battle raged. A massive armada swarmed around the 
colossal bulk of Unicron like flies around carrion. 

From atop an abandoned munitions factory, many kilometres away from their ruined workshop, 
Buzzsaw watched the slaughter, and sighed. "Hard to believe we're the children of that." 

Dualor gestured, dismissively. "I don't believe that." 

Drill Bit noted their conversation, but was too enraptured by the cosmic destruction unfolding above to 
contribute. 

"| do. Maybe the bulks are right to enslave us - to protect the galaxy from us." 

"Don't even think that, Buzzsaw." 

"Oh, and you're some sort of arbiter of morality? You were willing to sacrifice innocent Mini-Cons for 
your twisted little revenge!" 

"That wasn't revenge - it was justice." 

"Sometimes | think you can't tell them apart, Dualor...and sometimes | can't tell you from Galvatron." 
He stood up. "| need some time to compute, clear my cranial unit." 

"When will you be back?" 

"Maybe later. Maybe not." 

And with that, he walked off into the darkness. 


And deep beneath the surface of Cybertron, the once and future leader of the Mini-Cons stirred. 
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Autobot Pilot/Mechanic 

TRIXTER 

"Live free, party hard, and don't let anyone shoot you 
down." 


PROFILE 

TRIXTER is, in human terms, old enough to know better 
and too young to care. She possesses boundless 
enthusiasm - at least during the early part of any project 
- but often fails to moderate this with common sense. 
She both enjoys and excels at making plans, whether 
for a reconnaissance mission or a unauthorized 
vacation, but rarely has the motivation to see them 
through, preferring instead to let other Autobots carry 
out the real work. This basic lack of motivation seems to 
be a manifestation of her dissatisfaction with a life of war 
- Trixter would rather spend time and effort on 
escapism, rather than the reality of fighting or working, 
because she knows that she could be destroyed at any 
time. These two aspects of her personality combine to 
mean she has few close friends - she discourages 
personal bonds with other Autobots who could be killed 
or captured at any time, and few of her teammates want 
to be stuck doing the heavy lifting for her elaborate 
enterprises. 


Although Trixter was, like most Transformers, created 
on Cybertron, and has spent most of her life there, she : 
likes to think of Earth as her real home, possibly | 
because, unlike the planet of her construction, the Earth | | 
still has areas untouched by war where she can relax. | ] 

As a consequence, she can almost always be counted | 
on to volunteer for operations on Earth - so long as the chance of actual combat isn't particularly high. 


ABILITIES 

In vehicle mode, Trixter transforms into a Corvette Stingray sportscar. She is able to achieve sustained 
speeds of 200 mph, or to deploy wings and rocket thrusters giving her subsonic flight capabilities. These 
can also be used in robot mode. Both modes can also make use of her advanced communications relay, 
able to broadcast and receive through all but the worst conditions at a range of 500 miles. She carries a 
sonic burst pistol which generates concussive blasts in the form of miniature "sonic booms". In both 
modes, Trixter is highly maneuverable on the ground, and she is also a skilled pilot and mechanic, 
although her low strength can limit her effectiveness in large-scale repairs. 


WEAKNESSES 

Trixter's biggest weaknesses are her recklessness and her failure to carry things through. This often 
means that she will decide to carry out plans even when they haven't been properly set up, the result of 
which can be disastrous. She is neither particularly strong nor particularly durable, and her rocket 
thrusters use an excessive quantity of fuel, limiting her effectiveness in the air. 


Strength 4 
Intelligence 8 
Speed 6 
Endurance 6 
Rank 5 
Courage 7 
Firepower 5 
Skill 8 
Words by Graham Weaver, Art by Robert Shum, Character by Jennifer Ulm 
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Autobot Small Unit Commander 
UPSTART 
"If you're not having fun, why bother?" 


PROFILE 

If TRIXTER has made a habit of avoiding work, 
UPSTART has made it a career. Although he is 
nominally a FIRESTORMER team leader, he 
rarely takes an active part in the day-to-day 
operation of his unit, preferring instead to waste 
time playing games or watching television. 
Ordinarily, one might expect that kind of 
behavior to make him extremely unpopular, but 
Upstart has cultured a likeable superficiality in 
the countless hours he has spent not working. 
As a result, although most of the other Autobots 
wouldn't consider Upstart a reliable teammate, 
they also bear him no real ill will. Fortunately for 
everyone involved, Upstart has no real 
ambition, and so is unlikely to find himself in a 
position of real authority - for which he would be 
quite poorly suited. 


Upstart's original command was completely 
destroyed in the ruined city-state Skask, with 
him as the only survivor. This seems to have 
triggered the general apathy marking nearly all 
his activities since then, and it seems 
reasonable to assume that his search for 
amusement is driven by an attempt to forget the 
past. 


ABILITIES 

Upstart's altmode, a Cybertronic fighter jet, can 
achieve speeds of Mach 3 in an Earth-normal atmosphere and is capable of functioning in space, though 
he cannot achieve escape velocity under his own power. His firepower is provided by a pair of wingtip- 
mounted laser cannon. In robot mode, he is armed with a standard-issue Autobot laser rifle. On rare 
occasions, some remnant of his Autobot Officer Operations School training finds its way to the surface, 
and he can lead his team out of an emergency. He is also popular enough that he can usually talk people 
into helping him out with problems, at least for a while. 


WEAKNESSES 

Upstart's greatest physical weakness is a susceptibility to high-frequency electromagnetics, but this pales 
in comparison to his essential unwillingness to deal with problems. His tendency to avoid confronting 
issues means that his troubles can and often do compound themselves. He is also, needless to say, not 
an effective leader. 


Strength 6 
Intelligence 8 
Speed 8 
Endurance 6 
Rank 8 
Courage 5 
Firepower 6 
Skill 5 


Words by Graham Weaver, Art by Robert Shum, Character by Jennifer Ulm 
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"Patrol" 


A brief story by Michael "Kil" McCarthy 


RRKK 


"What... what _are_ they?" 


"Rookies," Flintlock muttered under his breath. He would've reached over and smacked 
the newbie upside the head, if he could've done it without disturbing the brush and thus 
risking a give away of their position. He made a mental note to remember to do it once 

they were back at base. Assuming they made it back, of course. 


"They are Hive machines, Holepunch," said Silencer in his usual even-tempered 
manner. Flintlock felt like smacking _him_, too. 


When Hi-Q had asked who wanted to take Holepunch out for his first patrol, he certainly 
never expected his partner to volunteer the two of them. They usually operated on their 
own, rarely going out into the field with any of their resistance cell's other soldiers. Now 
they were flat on their stomachs in the dirt, peering out from beneath some shrubs at a 
pair of stinkin' machines he'd never seen the likes of before, with this untested tagalong 
to look after instead of just each other. He would've made a note to smack Silencer as 
well when they got home, if the guy hadn't saved his skin more times than he could 
count. Flintlock decided he'd just have to slap the newbie twice. 


"But they don't look like anything | saw in the pictures during training," whispered 
Holepunch, "Two nebulonoids, one that's a giant and one that's our size? You guys ever 
seen anything like them?" 


"Yeah, we see ‘em all the time, we just don't put it our reports ‘cause we so enjoy the 
surprise and confusion of guys like you, Punchy. Because surprised and confused 
soldiers are just what we want watching our backs in a fight, so | guess it's a good thing 
we brought you along today, huh?" Though his eyes remained fixed on the two 
machines standing in the center of the grassy field ahead, Flintlock could _feel_ 
Silencer beside him, giving one of his 'was that really necessary?’ looks. 


"We indeed have not seen anything like them in prior engagements, nor have | heard 
any mention of machines with this sort of design from other rebels," Silencer said in 
reply to Holepunch, "As we discover and exploit the weaknesses of their machines, the 
Hive make improvements to their technology to counter our efforts. These machines 
before us now appear to represent a new evolution of that technology. Under normal 
circumstances, | would suggest we probe their capabilities, but as this is your first field 
mission Holepunch, | do not believe that would be appropriate. We should return to 
base and report this to Hi-Q and the other strategists." 


"Agreed," said Flintlock, "We can't risk takin’ a run at these things while we're draggin’ 
Punchy the Kid around with us." 


"Hey, | can handle myself, Flintlock. I'm ready for this, or Hi-Q wouldn't have sent me 
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out with you guys. And don't call me a kid, I'm older than you are. Don't call me Punchy, 
either!" 


Flintlock turned his head and shifted his position just enough to be able to look the 
annoyed, and annoying, rookie soldier on the other side of Silencer in the eyes. 


"Fine. | won't call you either of those things. But | don't give a flip how ready you think 
you are or how well you think can handle yourself, this is still your first dance and we're 
not going to risk it. Not against newfangled machines like those. We're going back to 
base, and | don't wanna hear another word of complaint, you got that, Hole_?" 
Holepunch opened his mouth to say something that would no doubt have earned him a 
third smack, but was forestalled by Silencer's urgent, but still even-tempered, 
announcement. 


"I'm afraid our hand is being forced. It appears will we be engaging these machines 
after all." 


Flintlock turned back to the field, and saw that his partner was right. The giant blue one 
and his smaller companion were looking directly at them. After a moment, they started 
slowing walking in their direction. 

"Well that's just spiffy," said Flintlock, as he readied his weapon. "On three?" 

"On three," Silencer agreed. 


"Guess we're gonna find out how ready you are after all. One." 


"Wait, we're going to attack?" Holepunch asked, a hint of panic in his voice, earning 
himself that third smack after all. 


"Yes. On three. Was that not clear?" Flintlock said. "Two." 

"But..." 

"But nothing. THREE!" 

Flintlock and Silencer burst up from the brush, pulse-shot guns smoothly raised and 
ready to fire. Holepunch scrambled up and raised his sidearm as well, in a motion not 
nearly as smooth. But before any of them could squeeze off a shot, a stammering voice 
yelled out from the smaller of the two machines. 

"W-wait! Hold your f-f-fire, it's me H-H-Ha.. Ha-Ha-Hay..." 

"Haywire?!?" exclaimed Flintlock, as he watched what he had thought was a machine 
remove what now appeared to be a helmet. Revealed beneath it was the face of a man 


they'd met about four years ago, when his cell had worked a mission together with 
another, one led by a fellow named Gort. 


21 


"Explain the meaning of this Haywire," said Silencer, his gun trained on their fellow 
rebel's face. That hardly seemed necessary to Flintlock, as both Haywire and the other 
had stopped coming closer and hadn't made any sort of aggressive moves. Still, 
Flintlock keep his weapon raised as well, but aimed at the giant instead. A quick glance 
at Holepunch showed him to be totally befuddled. His gun was raised, but appeared 
shakily aimed at empty space between Haywire and the blue machine. The blue 
machine which suddenly spoke as well. Spoke fast. 


"Explanations? Well if you want explanations then I've got explanations, because 
explanations are how things get explained, and if things don't get explained then they're 
inexplicable, and when things are inexplicable that leads to misunderstandings, and if 
you don't have understanding then nothing gets explained and everything stays 
inexplicable and no one understands!" 

Haywire let out an exasperated sigh. 


"It's a l-long s-st-story, guys. But trust me, it has a happy end... ending. The Hive is 
gone. Th-this is Blurr. He's from another planet." 


Silencer lowered his weapon. 
Holepunch fainted. 


Flintlock laughed. 


THE END 
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by Jake Isenberg 


Bludgeon 


passage into history 
by Mary C. “Stormy” Pletsch 


It was a death sentence, for a Decepticon warlord to reminisce about his glory days 
when there was fighting still to be done. Lord Trannis was well aware of that. 
Nevertheless, he sat alone in the Citadel’s council chambers, slouched in his command 
chair, Knowing damn well that somewhere out there in the darkness, Emirate Xaaron 
and Elita One were leading their followers in battle against the Empire. The Citadel was 
quiet as a crypt; its compliment of troops was doubtlessly also out in the Cybertronian 
night, attempting to do something about those Autobots. Meanwhile, Trannis sat here— 
a statue of a Decepticon in white and brass, in a solitary building on the Tagon Heights. 

As the Decepticon Emperor, he could—should—be in the War Room in Polyhex, 
or the command palace in Kaon...but in his current mood, only his hometown of Tagon 
would soothe him. The future of the Empire weighed heavily on his shoulders and heart 
tonight. The war ahead of him seemed impossible to win, the pressure from the Empire 
unbearable, and none of his usual diversions could hold his interest or even summon a 
flicker of enthusiasm. The other warlords were elsewhere—he was not sure what they 
were doing. He could not bring himself to care, and so, though he knew the omission 
was Critical, he sought relief instead of reconnaissance. No more of the present! The 
past was the only place that offered a momentary respite from his pain. 

A pair of red optics watched him from the shadows that hung heavy in the buttresses 
above Trannis’ chambers. Those optics were old enough to remember the early days, 
when Trannis was a young warlord. When the Empire was murmuring in surprise about 
Uraya’s newest prince, the soldier from Tagon, rather than muttering with 
dissatisfaction. 

The Decepticons had a long-standing tradition of leaders with aggressive alt 
modes. Aircraft had been historically popular, though as of late, tanks, cannons and 
self-propelled guns had become the vogue. Blame Megatron for that. But in the years 
since gaining office in Praxus, Trannis—creation of an old Decepticon family best 
known for its feats of construction and engineering—had taught Autobot and Decepticon 
alike a healthy fear of a combat bulldozer. Half tank, half tractor dozer, he was heavily 
armoured, armed to the teeth, and a quick enough thinker to outwit anything that he 
couldn’t crush outright. 

Then, three million years ago, Megatron and his entire crew had vanished into space, 
along with Optimus Prime and the Ark. Megatron had left Shockwave in charge, but 
Shockwave was a managerial sort, not a visionary, not a leader. He was a placeholder, 
keeping the Empire running until a suitable Emperor could rise to claim the throne in 
Megatron’s absence. 

It was general consensus that Thunderwing would eventually take the position, 
but years went by and Thunderwing’s move never came. The royal son of Valckasta 
stayed in his territory, delving into his musty libraries in search of forbidden knowledge 
while the Empire hung in limbo, waiting for her leader. Trannis, overcome at last by the 
impatience of youth, had made his bid for power. In doing so, Trannis—unwittingly or 
knowingly?—had tapped an undercurrent in the Decepticon psyche. 

The Empire had spent long enough mourning Megatron. Its citizens chafed under 
Shockwave’s logical and orderly and ever so boring method of rule. Its warriors were 
tired of waiting for Thunderwing to take action. It was as though the whole Empire had 
been swept up in the same tide that surged through Trannis’ core. There could be no 
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more waiting, no more settling for half measures. Their moment was now, if they would 
only take it. 

And take it they did: Altihex, Kalis, Nova Cronum. Cities fell like dominos. The 
Autobots fled, broken, before the Decepticon onslaught. Trannis’ rise to fame had been 
meteoric, and he funneled his energies into victory after victory... 

...until, on the gates of lacon, he foundered. Try as he might, he could not crack the 
laconian defenses. The Autobots crouched behind their city walls, and the Decepticons 
entrenched themselves in the landscape around lacon. The siege dragged on, stalled, 
for thousands of years. 

The Autobots resupplied their city through secret underground supply lines. Although 
the Decepticons dominated the Cybertronian landscape, the Autobots were masters of 
the warrens that ran beneath the planet. Like turborats, they scuttled about in the dark, 
striking from cover, melting away into the shadows. And like turborats, the infestation 
was nigh impossible to destroy. 

So Trannis took the long game, stalling those who said he’d lost his fighting edge and 
planning for a victory down the road. Not long ago, it seemed as though Trannis had 
finally won his long-orchestrated triumph. His diplomats and secret agents had, with 
their combined efforts, convinced the Autobot High Council to surrender. No sooner 
had their signatures been inputted into the datapad than Trannis had his Mayhem 
Attack Squad slaughter the lot of them. 

Except Emirate Xaaron. For some reason Trannis’ spies and diplomats had 
neglected to inform him that Xaaron disagreed strongly with the majority on the Council, 
so strongly that he’d done the very un-Autobot-like thing of refusing to sign the 
surrender or even show up to the ceremony. As a result, the Autobot insurgence 
wasn’t crushed—it just went wholly underground. 

And now, as before, Trannis was fighting a losing battle. For every Autobot 
supply convoy they intercepted, ten slipped through. For every Autobot they killed, the 
Decepticons lost five warriors to ambushes, booby traps, bombs. Decepticon property 
was visible and therefore vulnerable. The Autobots, guerillas, could fold their gear and 
vanish from an area in seconds, and to keep them out, the Decepticons had to maintain 
a constant presence there. Morale was eroding, the war effort was faltering, and 
Trannis did not know how to stop his Empire’s decay. Nor did he know how to stop the 
decay that was gnawing away at him inside—the paralyzing vampire that fed on his 
fighting spirit. 

The red optics gazed down at Trannis. Their owner wondered if the file his 
supervisor had given him had been true: that for all his mighty clashes against the 
Autobots, Lord Trannis fought his worst battles with some demon that no one else could 
see. If so, it bode ill for the interim Decepticon Emperor. 


* 


Assassination was not really the Autobot way, but desperate times called for 
desperate measures. 

“| thought Lord Trannis was locked in some sort of depression or something,” 
Broadside muttered to himself as the patrol of seven Autobots waded through the waist- 
deep sludge, weapons in hand, headlights illuminating the grimy walls around them. 

Springer glanced curiously at his friend. 

“It’s what | heard.” 

“Scared?” Sandstorm asked. 
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“Look, if you’re not scared, you're stupid. I’d like to see the Decepticon Emperor lying 
dead as much as you, but | don’t relish being the one to do it,” Broadside said. 

“If you don’t want to be here, then leave,” Road Rage snapped as she slogged 
forward through the sewer. “Next left is the main line going right up under Trannis’ 
citadel. | don’t want to be going in there with anyone who’s not sure of himself.” 

“| never said | don’t want to be here,” Broadside protested. “I’m just...curious...why 
we're going to all this trouble when, from all reports, Trannis is currently paralyzed with 
some sort of personal psychological issue. Isn’t he already out of the fight, in every way 
that counts?” 

Their leader spoke at last. “We’re here,” Impactor said grimly, “because Emirate 
Xaaron told us to be. We have our orders. We'll carry them out.” 

“My pleasure,” Springer replied. 

“| wonder,” Raincloud said quietly, her voice barely audible. “Are we taking out 
Trannis for legitimate military reasons, or because Xaaron wants some most un- 
Autobot-like revenge?” 

“I’m all for revenge,” Sandstorm retorted. “He slaughtered our High Council. He’s 
got to be taken to justice for it.”. He brandished his weapon, visibly illustrating an 
enthusiasm to be the instrument of that justice. 

“Besides,” Road Rage added, “look at the tip that Cross Cut in Intelligence got for us. 
Trannis’ citadel is going to be practically deserted tonight. When are we going to get 
the chance to get this close to the Decepticon leader again with all the odds on our 
side?” 

“Where did Cross Cut get that tip?” Sandstorm asked. 

“When does Intel ever tell anyone anything?” Road Rage laughed. “You know how 
spooks are.” 

“This better not be a trap,” Springer muttered. 

“Quiet,” Impactor said, as he turned towards the left. “We're almost there.” 


It was a long time before Trannis became aware that he was no longer alone. 

For a brief moment, he hoped it was Howlback. He recognized, reluctantly, that 
he could probably use a sympathetic ear, a level head and a loyal heart. Most of the 
Empire was familiar with the odd pair: the combat engineering vehicle and the felinoid 
quadruped who was his regular companion. They were unique among Citadel 
personnel, both for their rank and their strange alt modes. And Howlback, to date, had 
been the only one who could win any victories against Trannis’ internal enemy. 

Trannis felt a prickle at the back of his neck when he realized that his silent 
companion was not Howlback. There were no feline optics glowing golden in the 
shadows. No familiar voice raised in greeting. Instead, a small, narrow, red optic 
peered down from a carving high overhead as Trannis pretended not to be looking in its 
direction. 

Lord Trannis’ emotions were divided. Part of him wondered why the other 
Decepticons had been so long in sending an assassin. He knew that his men now 
considered him a failure; he knew there were other warlords eager to supplant him. 
And he was tired, so very tired. The others were all elsewhere tonight—perhaps 
together, perhaps planning this move. It made sense. 

The other part of him wondered if perhaps there might be enough fight left in his 
frame to hold onto his throne a little longer. There was still a wildfire smouldering within 
him, embers that remained hot under the weight of gloomy chains and the Emperor's 
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crown. Something inside him remembered what it meant to be a Decepticon, to never 
surrender. 

But the other mechanism did not strike. Instead, it spread wings and darted out 
his window, a streak of cobalt blue in the dimness. The interm Emperor recognized its 
distinctive silhouette. Garboil. 

Trannis felt a sudden chilling in his fuel tank. The paint scheme marked the 
interloper as one of the Cobalt Sentries, the secret police service that he himself had 
established. And the Cobalt Sentries’ commander was none other than his oldest 
friend, Howlback. The situation was worse than he had thought if Howlback had lost 
control of her operatives. If they were beginning to give their allegiance to outside 
mechanisms instead of to Howlback and, through her, to Trannis himself. 

Garboil had made one error in judgment. Trannis had not failed to notice the 
Cobalt Sentry’s presence, or his escape. The Emperor was not that far gone, not yet. 
Nor were his wits too dull to realize that Garboil was off to make a report about his 
behaviour, and that the report was unlikely to be favourable. Trannis even managed to 
summon a brief curiosity about who might be the recipient of Garboil’s 
report... Thunderwing? Shockwave? Straxus? 

But what Trannis was unable to do was summon the ability to do anything about 
it, as his depressive apathy reached up to swallow him once more. The sudden spark 
of energy died within him, and he sank back down onto his throne, embers glowing 
faintly beneath the weight of command. 


* 


Springer took point. He was the first one out of the makeshift “trap door” that 
Sandstorm had cut between the top of the sewage pipe and the sub-basement of 
Trannis’ lair. Raincloud emerged next, and then it was Broadside’s turn. 

Broadside, the newest member of the Wreckers, had never been inside a Decepticon 
palace before. From the look on Springer and Sandstorm’s faces, neither had they. 
Impactor came next, his face grim, followed by Road Rage and Sandstorm. Rack and 
Ruin brought up the rear. 

Impactor raised his arm, looked at the device strapped to his wrist. A small green 
light was blinking there: Cross Cut’s signal. The Intelligence operative had promised 
them a last-minute warning. Red meant withdraw. Green meant go. 

There would be no more talking—no sound to tip off any Decepticons that remained 
in the citadel. Impactor gestured with his hand for Springer to lead on. They had 
already memorized the maps that Autobot Intel had given them. They already knew 
where they were going. 


* 


Trannis heard the footsteps in the corridor. Who might that be, then? No 
announcement had come over his com link asking him if he would receive company. 

He rose to his feet, weary. In all likelinood it was the Decepticon Warlords— 
Shockwave, Thunderwing, Straxus and the rest. In all likelinood they’d actually 
managed to select a replacement for him through diplomacy rather than through 
combat. In all likelihood they were coming to execute him. 

And they were...but it wasn’t Thunderwing who came through the door. It was a 
green Autobot, and right behind him were another six Autobots. The gold one Trannis 
recognized. Impactor. And the others—they must be the infamous Wreckers. 
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Shock and rage shot through the Decepticon Emperor, and the depressive malaise 
that had shackled his mind fell away in a rising blast of flame. How the Wreckers got 
into his citadel was immaterial. They were here, and they would die. 

“You dare disturb Lord Trannis?” he demanded, feeling a strange bite of resentment 
towards the Autobots for ripping away his solitary pain. The fighting fire rose in him, hot 
and pulsing and full of strength, blazing as though it had never faltered. He hefted his 
right arm, where he wore the massive shield that formed the blade of his bulldozer 
mode. His left hand reached for his signature weapon, a multi-barreled cannon. He 
would have no trouble holding off these Autobots until backup arrived, and then the 
slaughter would begin. 

Lord Trannis keyed his internal communications link and received only static. 

The Wreckers opened fire. Trannis abandoned his intent to grasp his cannon and 
instead moved sideways, deflecting laser blasts on his shield as he used his left hand to 
key the wall-mounted communications console. 

Static again. It wasn’t just his personal equipment that wasn’t working. Someone 
was jamming the entire citadel. Trannis cursed, unwilling to shout for help, and noticed 
that one of the Wreckers was trying to get between him and his cannon. He bellowed in 
rage and rushed her. 

From the depths of the shadows behind his throne, Trannis caught a glimpse of 
golden eyes, and in that moment he knew that no one would be coming to his aid. That 
it had all been carefully arranged—the absence of the other warlords, the jamming, the 
Wreckers led right to his chambers. 

In that minute, he knew he was betrayed. 


The outcome was inevitable. Trannis may have been a Decepticon warlord, but the 
Wreckers were the Autobots’ elite, and there were seven of them. Regardless, Trannis 
threw himself into battle, and when it was done, no fewer than four of the Autobots were 
on the ground around him. Though their fellows dragged the bodies away afterwards, 
Trannis was certain that at least one of them would not rise again. And all the while, a 
pair of golden optics watched impassively from the gloom. 

It was only when Impactor had driven an electrostaff through Trannis’ laser core that 
the command chamber warning lights, at long last, began to flash. 

“Withdraw,” Impactor said. 

“He’s not finished yet,” Springer pointed out grimly. His gun was out of charges, so 
he used it as a makeshift handcuff to pin Trannis’ left hand to the side of his throne, 
preventing the warlord from using his dominant hand to pull Impactor’s weapon free. 

“We'll be finished if the Decepticons find us here,” Road Rage retorted. “And 
Sandstorm and Raincloud need immediate medical care.” 

“Trannis won't survive this,” Impactor said, glaring down at the fallen Decepticon 
warlord. “Wreckers, withdraw.” 

And they had left Lord Trannis alone to die. 

He knew what they did not—that the warning lights meant nothing. His internal 
com link had not been activated. No alarm had been sounded. No Decepticons would 
be coming. 

Lord Trannis was left on the floor of his command chamber, sprawled in a slowly 
spreading pool of his own oil and fluids, with Impactor’s electrostaff impaling him. 
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It was then that the golden optics detached themselves from the shadows and 
stepped forward into the light. Their owner regarded Trannis with an animal’s eyes, a 
cobalt predator. 


* 


“You,” Trannis rasped, and Howlback paused three steps away from him, watching 
him, with no readable expression on her face. 

He had expected this sort of thing from Thunderwing. Surely the warrior-mystic, with 
all his abilities, would not be content to wait in his castle forever. Or Straxus, who was 
impetuous and hungry for power the way Trannis himself had been long ago. Or even 
Shockwave, who would blame Trannis’ failure to kill Xaaron on a faulty application of 
logic. 

That Howlback would be the betrayer, he would not have ever guessed. 

Trannis grimaced, both from the pain in his body and that in his soul. “Why?” he 
rasped. What grotesque failure had he been, that his best friend had seen fit to murder 
him? He wondered if she would even bother answering before she completed the job 
that the Wreckers had left unfinished. 

“It is the best | could give you,” she said simply. 

Confusion flared up in him. She read it in his optics and answered the question he 
did not have time to formulate. 

“Your death was a foregone conclusion. The Autobots are enraged by the slaughter 
of their Council; the Decepticons, now accustomed to victory, have become impatient by 
the recent military setbacks. Both sides had made up their minds to kill you. These 
facts are beyond my power to change. The only question left to decide is whether you 
would die by the treachery of your fellow Decepticons, or die a hero, fighting the 
Autobots to the last.” 

Howlback focused, meaningfully, on Impactor’s weapon and it was only then that 
Trannis understood. 

“You will...?” 

“Tell Shockwave that the Wreckers duped the Warlords and the troops out of the 
Citadel and sabotaged the alarm system, and that you fought them off, singlehandedly 
defending our military secrets, sacrificing yourself for your Empire.” 

Lord Trannis dimmed his optics. 

He felt his left arm loosen, go slack. It was Howlback, biting through Springer’s 
makeshift cuff with her mighty jaws, freeing his arm. 

He would not go down in history as a failure. Never mind that he was not entirely a 
hero—this death, at least, would erase the ignominy of the past year. The records 
would say he died in combat, a Decepticon patriot. He would be vindicated. He would 
be victorious. 

“They will fight for you,” Howlback murmured in his audio. “They will avenge you a 
thousandfold. | shall make certain of it.” 

And Lord Trannis felt his inner demon—the monster that had haunted him most 
of his waking life—fall away, defeated at last. 
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Streak? Nah, | haven't 
seen him in awhile. 


——, = et me 


Wait a click? There he is.. 
Pa Why ain't that Turkey movin’? 
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Oh, Jeez. He left his headlights on 
all night.... I'm afraid he's in... 
STASIS-LOCK! 


cables in my not-so-spacious trunk. 
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Requiem 
Story development/original character Headline: Jen Kerner 
Story concept/additional dialogue/original character Quartz: Kris Carter 


The sun glinted off the surface of the water, casting rippling shadows of the fish against the river bottom. 
On shore, Hot Rod and our young human friend Daniel Witwicky angled for whatever they could catch. 


Halfway up Lookout Mountain, Kup and Huffer moved barriers into place, blocking off the road to the top 
— actually, Huffer was doing most of the moving. Kup seemed content to stand back and issue directions. 


Just another quiet day at Autobot City. Another in a long line of quiet days. 


| observed the scene from the highest vantage point in the city —- Blaster’s comm tower. “This is almost 
getting boring,” | said to Blaster with a grin. 


“What — you’d rather have ‘Cons crawilin’ all over the place?” he asked me, sounding edgier than usual. 
“Sheesh... usually you can take a joke,” | complained. 
“| know... usually,” he replied. “But I’ve got a feeling things aren’t gonna be this quiet for too long.” 


“Blaster, nothing’s happening,” | argued. “Only a shuttle run from Moon Base One to pick up some 
energon... and shuttle runs are a dime a dozen anymore. Relax, will ya?” 


Blaster brightened. “Yeah, you’re right, girl,” he conceded. “And you’re sounding more like a human 
every day.” 


“Thanks... | think,” | laughed, beginning the long descent down the tower. 


Behind me, | heard Blaster attempting to contact the shuttle. “Ironhide, you're clear to land... Ironhide?... 
Anybody?” Blaster’s cassette compartment clicked open; two small robots tumbled out and transformed. 
“Eject, Rewind, you said this thing was fixed!” 


| paused, then continued on my way. True, it was unusual that Ironhide hadn’t replied... but repairs on 
the Autobot City comm tower were always trial and error. 


As | emerged from the base of the tower and strolled outside the city, Hot Rod’s engines roared to life. 
No doubt he was taking Daniel on another ride up the mountain to watch the shuttle on its final approach; 
no doubt he’d demolish Kup and Huffer’s barriers along the way. 


Just another quiet day... until the unmistakable whine of lasers broke the mood. 


| rushed to see the top of Lookout Mountain — in time to see Hot Rod firing on our own shuttle! “What’s 
he doing?” | screamed to no one in particular. 


Without warning, a cadre of Decepticons tumbled out of a gaping hole in the shuttle wall — led by 
Megatron himself. They've hijacked the shuttle! | punched Blaster’s frequency into my wrist 
communicator. “Blaster — you better be watching this!” 


“I’m on it!” he answered. 

Alarms began to sound, Autobots scurried to bring the city to battle-readiness... and behind me, the 
mountain started to rumble. | turned and froze at the sight of the outlook post sliding down the rock face 
— with Hot Rod and, | assumed, Daniel on top of it. 

“Hot Rod — no!” | shrieked, helpless to stop the collapse... helpless to do anything but fumble for my 


camera and capture the continuing assault of the Decepticons and the wobbling, rapid descent of the 
apparently unmanned shuttle. 
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“Headline, get back!” Quartz urged me, rushing boldly out of the city and pulling me backward. Quartz! 
Maybe he could do what | couldn’t... maybe he could turn the shuttle back from its crash course. 


“Quartz, the shuttle — the Decepticons...” | began. 


“| know,” the pilot interrupted me. “And if the ‘Cons have been there, they haven't left any ‘Bots alive to fly 
it.” He looked stricken as the realization hit us both at the same time. “It'll crash onto a human city... or 
maybe onto Autobot City... if | don’t do something.” 


“If we don’t do something,” | corrected him. “I’m coming with you. And I’m getting some help.” | punched 
up another frequency on my communicator and spat out a message as quickly as | could. “Silverbolt, it’s 
Headline — I’ve got Quartz with me, and we need a ride. Don’t ask any questions. Just meet us at the 
foot of Lookout Mountain as soon as you can!” 


“| hear you,” the Aerialbot leader acknowledged, the sound of transformation and jet engines following his 
brief comment before his communicator clicked off. 
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Silverbolt dropped Quartz into the eerily quiet shuttle first, then me. “I’m escorting you down — staying out 
here just in case,” he said, not giving us a choice. 


“You got a manifest?” | nervously asked Quartz. “All | know is, Ironhide was flying this thing —” 


“We don’t need a manifest, Headline,” Quartz said grimly, pointing to the shuttle floor. | gasped and 
stumbled backward upon seeing the shattered body of Brawn at my feet. 


“Brawn — wake up, little guy,” | begged in vain... as his orange and green turned gray before my optics. 
“No... Brawn...” 


“That's not all,” Quartz said, his voice strained. | turned to see him kneeling over the burned carcass of 
Prowl. Behind him lay Ironhide, lifeless as well. 


As | struggled to take in the slaughter around me, | heard a soft, agonized moan from the cockpit area. 
“Quartz... that’s not you, is it?” | whispered. 


“Not just me,” Quartz said — throwing all of his strength into an effort to lift a badly wounded ‘Bot from the 
floor. 


“Ladybot... help him.” Ratchet! Somehow, despite his wounds, the old medic was still functioning. | 
rushed to his other side, and together Quartz and | raised Ratchet into the seat nearest to him — the pilot’s 
seat. 


“Ratch, what happened?” | asked, as calmly as | could, holding his hand. How strange it seemed to be 
offering comfort to the one who so many times had comforted me. 


“It’s... it’s still happening,” Ratchet warned us breathlessly. “Two Decepticons... still here... they're 
headed for a fault line — to destroy Autobot City — to destroy human cities.” 


“Two Decepticons?” Quartz repeated, as the engine room door flung open to reveal two massive ‘Cons, 
both hued in gray, purple and pale green, both built eerily similar to our dear friend Skyfire. 


“There’s your answer,” | mused. “Ratch... who are they?” 


“Allow me to answer that,” the first Decepticon growled. “Name’s Darkwing... this is my brother 
Dreadwind. And if you thought this looked bad —” he gestured around to the broken shells of the fallen 
Autobots — “you haven’t seen anything yet.” He laughed with an air of dark satisfaction. “Your engines 
may be nearly empty of their fuel... but they’re loaded with explosives. There’s no telling how far the 
carnage will reach when this craft detonates on impact — only that it will reach very, very far.” 
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“Not if we can steer it first!” Quartz bravely pronounced, hurling a pair of grenades at the huge ‘Cons. His 
assault had little impact, leaving Darkwing and Dreadwind only scratched across their chestplates. 


“Foolish Autobot germ,” Dreadwind, breaking his intimidating silence, taunted Quartz. “I dare you to try 
that again.” 


“Quartz, the controls,” | hissed, reaching for my pistol but then snatching Prowl’s acid pellet launcher out 
of his cold hand. Perhaps it was the simple fact that | was facing these mysterious ‘Cons, or perhaps it 
was seeing the bodies of my comrades, or watching Quartz leap to the controls and struggle to turn the 
shuttle... but something stoked a long-buried fighter’s instinct in my Spark. “Maybe he won't try it again 
right now, you slagpile... but / will!” | snapped in Dreadwind’s direction, ignoring my own shaking hands 
as | pulled the trigger of Prowl’s weapon and let fly. To my surprise, a corrosive blast landed squarely on 
Dreadwind’s left shoulder, quickly eating a hole in his outer armor and exposing a mess of arcing wires. 


“You'll pay for that, female!” Darkwing derisively snarled. “A lucky shot is one thing... but how long can 
you stand alone against both of us?” 


“She’s... not... alone,” Ratchet said weakly, staggering to his feet and training his laser gun on Darkwing. 
He fired once, missing — then fell back in his seat as the weapon, apparently damaged in the initial attack, 
misfired in his hand. 


Both Decepticons leered menacingly as they approached me from either side. Surrounded, | slowly 
backed toward the hole in the shuttle wall, planning for a desperate bailout. But before | could leap out of 
the craft, Darkwing lunged and roughly grabbed my arms, forcing me to drop Prowl’s gun. 


“Let her go, scrap heap!” 


Silverbolt came barreling into the shuttle and rammed his head into Darkwing’s midsection. The ‘Con 
involuntarily released me, pushing and straining against the Aerialbot, reaching for his optics. “Defending 
the female... how Autobot of you,” Darkwing sneered. “Enjoy your view of this battle... because it’s the 
last thing you'll ever see.” 


In front of me, Silverbolt and Darkwing crashed to the floor and grappled, the pitching of the shuttle 
throwing them repeatedly from one side of the craft to the other. Behind me, Quartz frantically tried to 
bring the crippled flyer under control. Ratchet, beside him, slumped almost motionless in his seat, still 
stunned and pushed closer to death by his weapon’s malfunction. 


Silverbolt gained a brief advantage just as the shuttle turned nearly on its side... throwing the ‘Bot out, 
along with Darkwing, through the breach in the wall. Dreadwind ran to watch his brother tumble through 
the air, still dogfighting with the Aerialbot. Quartz took advantage, throwing one last grenade behind the 
unsuspecting Dreadwind, sending the remaining ‘Con hurtling out of the craft. 

Amid the sounds of airborne fighting outside the shuttle, Ratchet and | watched helplessly as Quartz did 
his own battle with the controls. Again, | quietly took the medic’s hand in mine. The gesture seemed 
inadequate to me, words seemed inadequate — anything | could do seemed inadequate. Ratchet looked 
briefly into my optics, his face wrenched in pain yet still appearing calm... resolute. 


Quartz broke the tense quiet. “In case you hadn't figured it out, the autopilot’s shot,” he said. “I’m gonna 
have to steer this thing to... to someplace unpopulated... if there’s such a place around here.” 


“The Bay,” Ratchet mumbled, sitting up slightly. “San Francisco Bay.” 
“But what about the bridges?” | asked. 


“Call Blaster... he’ll take care of it,” Ratchet said huskily. 
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“Will do.” | took a few steps back from the cockpit and dialed Blaster’s frequency, staggering in an effort 
to keep my balance as Quartz forced the wobbly shuttle into a southwesterly course. “Blaster — this is 
Headline. Do you read me?” 

“Loud and clear, girl,” Blaster responded. “Where are you?” 


“No time to explain,” | blurted. “I don’t know how you’re gonna do this, but we need the Golden Gate and 
the Bay Bridge cleared of traffic now.” 


“I’ve got it handled,” Blaster reassured me. “You come back safe.” 
“| hope so.” | switched off my communicator and looked quickly out the gap in the shuttle wall. The 
Pacific coast was below; a crystal clear sky was above; Silverbolt and his two foes were nowhere to be 


seen. 


Returning to the cockpit, | saw Ratchet gather his strength and place his hands on the shuttle’s steering 
mechanism alongside Quartz. 


“Get out of here, kid,” the medic said. “I'll take her down... party’s over for me anyway.” 

“You're no pilot,” Quartz protested. “If | stay here, we can still get through this!” 

“You're right, Quartz... I’m no pilot,” Ratchet admitted, his voice suddenly stronger. “But | am a doctor, 
and | know | can’t make it back to the city no matter how well this goes. Either you jump out of here —” he 
fumbled on the shuttle floor until he found Ironhide’s gun, then pointed it at Quartz — “or I'll shoot you out 
of here. And | know all the non-lethal places to shoot.” 

“Shoot all you want. I’m not leaving you!” Quartz insisted. 

“Yes, you are... I’m sorry, kid.” With that warning, Ratchet blasted a hole in the window behind Quartz. 
The force of the explosion sent the pilot stumbling out of the shuttle, unleashing an anguished, aural- 


piercing scream as he fell toward the water below. 


| braced myself against the back of Ratchet’s seat, staring as Quartz impacted the ocean full-force. 
“Quartz!” | nearly wailed. 


“He'll be fine,” Ratchet said confidently. “He’s tougher than he looks.” 


Frightened, uncertain, angry, | began to lecture my old friend. “What are you doing, Ratchet? You're 
gonna die here by yourself!” 


“Exactly... by myself.” 
“What?” 


“Headline...” Ratchet stood and took my hand, leaving the doomed shuttle without a pilot, and spoke 
soothingly. “I don’t think you'll need those vocal modifications anyway.” 


“Ratch, there’s no time for this —” 


“You'll be able to sing just fine as you are. Beautifully... with some practice.” He reached behind his 
back with his free hand. “Headline... I’m sorry.” 


“For what?” 
Ratchet smiled sadly and released my hand. “Till all are one.” 


| stammered and froze, flustered by Ratchet’s words — words only spoken by ‘Bots who believe they are 
saying a final farewell. 
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Before | could say a word, Ratchet produced an energon scalpel and plunged it into my right shoulder. 
inhaled sharply as pain coursed through my circuits. 


Fading from consciousness, | heard Ratchet’s final words to me as he placed both hands firmly on my 


shoulders. “So long, ladybot... I'll be listening.” | barely noticed the forceful shove that sent me 
plummeting out the shattered shuttle window... 


“You there, Headline?” 
The familiar voice of Silverbolt and the rapid whizzing of air awoke me. My optics gradually cleared to 
reveal the Aerialbot’s face. “Thank Primus you can fly in ‘bot mode,” | breathed, straining to cling to his 


neck. “Silverbolt — how long have | been...” 


“All of two minutes,” he answered before | could finish. “Ratch knew you wouldn't leave on your own. So 
he knocked you out, just long enough for me to catch you.” 


“But what about — what happened to Bad and Badder?” | wondered aloud, thinking back to the desperate 
two-against-one fight. 


“| was better,” Silverbolt quipped, then turned serious. “What happened to Quartz and —” 
A thunderous crash interrupted his question. Still in mid-air, Silverbolt hovered and turned to find the 
source of the sound: the bottom of the shuttle, with Ratchet still on board, had scraped the deserted Bay 


Bridge. The blow sent the craft into an end-over-end descent toward the water. 


“We've gotta get back!” | screamed, suddenly fully awake. “The engines are loaded with explosives! It'll 
blow on impact!” 


Without a word, Silverbolt flew into a retreat, stopping again to hover only when we saw land underneath 


us. The shuttle crashed into the Bay, at once sending up a massive wave and a fireball that seemed to 
consume the entire horizon. 


| gazed on in horror, barely mustering a whisper. “Ratchet... no... 


Silverbolt slowly lowered himself to the beach, then rested me in a seated position on a dune. Quartz, 
appearing dented and waterlogged but otherwise physically unhurt, surfaced and staggered toward us. 


“You all right, Quartz?” Silverbolt asked the young pilot. 
“No,” Quartz replied, a slight tremor in his voice. “No, I’m not all right.” 


| rushed to catch Quartz in my arms as he began to fall, his head landing on my right shoulder — in full 
view of my scalpel wound. “Headline, what —” he started to ask. 


“Ratchet.” | tightened my grip on Quartz, and he placed his arms shakily around my waist. “He got me 
out... he got us both out.” 


“Let’s get back to the city, kids,” Silverbolt said gently but firmly. “Hop on.” 


| clung to Silverbolt on his right side, Quartz on his left, as he took flight again, bound for Autobot City. 
Moments after our takeoff, my communicator crackled to life. Blaster. 


“Optimus Prime, do you read me? The Decepticons are blitzing Autobot City. We’re really taking a 
pounding...” 
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more snazzy artwork at Wingus Studios! 
http://www.theguycalledwingus.deviantart.co 
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Name: Riskbreaker 

Aliases: Risk, Breaker, Break, Stuntbot, Crazybot, Boy (Or Kid) (only Goose calls him that), The Suicide 
King (former nickname while he was a hyper racer) 

Gender: Male Designate 

Sub-Faction: Powermasters 

Human Component: Vickus "Goose" Gooselighter 

Faction: Autobot 

Function: Demolitions/Ground Assault 

Voice: Glenn McMillain (Dustin from "Power Rangers: Ninja Storm") (As Riskbreaker) Bob Hoskins (As 
Goose) 

Theme: "The Hell Song" by Sum 41 

Quote: "Did you see that?! Did you see that?! That was so cool!" 


Appearance: In robot mode, Riskbreaker is a Autobot of tall height, athletic and slightly muscular. If he 
were a human, he would be athletically fit. His colors are bright yellow, electric orange, and red - loud and 
bright colors that would bring unwanted (or wanted) attention to oneself. He also has decals and stickers 
scattered on his hands, feet, and wings/doors. Riskbreaker has ice blue optics, the common mark of an 
Autobot. He has a bright red Autobot insignia dead center of his chest/hood. His wings/doors are 
emblazoned with the number “14," and his mirrored and multicolored visor serves as his targeting system 
and slides into his helmet. 


In vehicle mode, he's a modified Earth-based Stock Race Car. 


History: Before he became a solider for the Autobots, the Nebulan native Cybertronian youngster, 
descended from a group of Cybertronian explorers who colonized Nebulos, was a star hyper racer and 
was popular amongst his fellow Cybertronians and his adoptive native Nebulans. He was given the name 
of "Suicide King" because of his death-defying stunts and his willingness to take risks that others usually 
see as life-threatening and dangerous. He is a natural-built adrenaline junkie always looking for his next 
fix. 


When he wasn't racing or grooving to the fast pace night life of Nebulos, Risk would secretly participate in 
underground street racing to feed his addiction. Nebulos was a neutral planet and wasn't touched by the 
Cybertronian war. While others kept up with it and a couple of the Cybertronians joined the Autobots and 
Decepticons respectively, most of the Cybertronians on Nebulos stayed out of the war. Risk chose to stay 
out of the conflict because, in his youthful naiveté and apathy, it didn't have a thing to do with him. Slowly 
but surely, the conflict started to touch Nebulos. The sounds of explosions and shootings became a 
backdrop for the racing. Day by day it started to get worse. This caused the owner and participants of 
Hyper Racing to move their arena to avoid getting caught in the crossfire. 


Finally the conflict was to much, and Hyper Racing to be shut down. This left Risk without a job and 
without a way to fuel his addiction. He totally immersed himself in street racing. Soon the war went off- 
planet, leaving the Nebulans cleaning up and picking up the pieces. Risk thought the hyper races would 
return after the small battle on his planet. They didn't. Risk continued to street race, but he was slowly 
losing interest. This led him to find other ways to find excitement. From base jumping to playing Russian 
Roulette, Risk got a rush of adrenaline, but it wasn't the same. Instead of trying to find his thrill, Risk got a 
job as acourier in a attempt to achieve some semblance of normalcy without nearly getting himself killed. 


All that changed when the youngster met a Nebulan police officer turned bounty hunter, Vickus 
Gooselighter, on a routine delivery job. Vickus was trying to capture his quarry who was escaping ona 
hovercraft. Risk was enthralled by the chase. Vickus, who had just lost his transportation, turned to the 
young Cybertronian for help, and Risk didn't need to be asked twice. Thanks to his speed and his driving 
skills, he and Vickus survived a shootout and managed to capture their quarry. The Nebulan was 
impressed with Risk and made him an offer: he could be his wheels in exchange for credits and fuel. 
Riskbreaker was thrilled at the prospect of being a bounty hunter's ride - danger, gunshots, questionable 
characters, action! The partnership between a hyperactive, thrill-seeking Autobot and a middle-aged, 
hard-drinking, two-fisted Nebulan began, and their bond started to grow. Soon they started to run together 
outside of work, and Risk gave his new partner and friend the affectionate nickname "Goose." Goose 
moved from his apartment to a warehouse with Risk, who became his transport/partner full-time. Goose 
gave Risk a little much-needed focus, realism, and common sense he always lacked, while Risk gave 
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Goose a little sense of humor, much needed excitement, and idealism. Not only they were partners, they 
were best friends, with almost a father-son relationship. They would be hired by Autobots or Decepticons, 
but did their best to stay out of the war altogether. 


They even stayed on Nebulos when Hi-Q and the other Nebuleans tainted their energy and fuel supply, 
an act that angered most of the Cybertronians there and caused some to join either the Autobots or the 
Decepticons. Risk stayed despite Goose's advice to move somewhere else to find clean fuel. Despite 
having to endure going without or living on cheap or fake fuel, Risk refused to move off-planet or join one 
of the fighting factions just to survive. He managed; he and Goose continued capturing fugitives and 
trying to stay out of the war's way. Life, to him anyway, was perfect... until one day, one routine job 
changed all that. 


Risk and Goose were contracted by the Decepticons to bring in a traitor, dead if necessary. They took the 
mission, even though they felt uneasy about the request. They tracked the supposed Decepticon traitor 
and were about to turn her in - when she revealed herself as a spy with vital information for the Autobots 
and begged them not to return her to the Decepticons. The Decepticons were offering a hefty reward (and 
clean and pure fuel for Risk) for the Autobot spy's return... but Risk and Goose knew they would most 
likely be handing the war to the Decepticons on a platter as well if they returned her. 


Goose decided not to turn her in, but gave Risk the final choice. Riskbreaker agreed to help the spy to 
escape the Decepticons’ clutches, knowing they would be putting themselves in danger as well. Sure 
enough, they caught the wrath of the Decepticons. They managed to fend off the Decepticons long 
enough for the spy to make her escape - but now they had to deal with their former employers. 


Risk begged Goose to save himself and hide, but Goose refused, pointing out that Risk was weak from 
running on cheap fuel. Reluctantly, Risk let Goose come with him. Together, they fought off the 
Decepticons until they ran out of luck (and ammo) - then made a break for it. During their getaway, the 
Decepticons opened fire, dealing Risk some moderate injuries but gravely wounding Goose. 


The only way for Riskbreaker to save his partner and friend was to undergo the newly created 
Headmaster process, making a Nebulan the head and controller of a Cybertronian. But Goose didn't want 
to take away Risk's free will. Scientist Hi-Q, soon to be binary Powermaster partner to Optimus Prime, 
overheard their plight and approached them with an alternative: the still untested Powermaster procedure. 
Theoretically, the binary-bonded Nebulan could process bodily waste or any unusable energy into pure, 
raw fuel for his Cybertronian host. Riskbreaker dramatically agreed, ripping out his own engine and most 
of his vital systems and handing them to Hi-Q. 


After spending most of his life avoiding the conflict, the new Powermaster Riskbreaker - binary-bonded to 
Goose - decided to join the Autobots to protect his home and the galaxy, and to deliver his own style of 
"extreme sports" to the Decepticons. Well, that and to have some fun. 


Personality: Riskbreaker is a young, hyperactive, fun-loving daredevil and adrenaline junkie who lives by, 
as he puts it, "three words - fun, excitement, and blowing stuff up." Whether it's a glitch in his 
programming, a malfunction, his life before joining the Autobots or some combination of the three, 
Riskbreaker is literally without fear. He can charge with guns blazing without fear of being struck down by 
enemy fire, or outdrive a volley of enemy missiles with a smile on his face. Autobots and Decepticons 
agree - they say "he’s f*%#ing crazy!". But Risk is far from insane. He just really enjoys action and 
explosions. 


He enjoys his work immensely, even playing music as he detonates an ammunition dump or eludes 
enemy fire. He sometimes records his exploits so he can watch them again, and again, and again. He 
shows his battle wounds with child-like enthusiasm and happily fills out his reports in the same way a 
child tells his parents of his first day in school. He’s a loud extrovert who always looks forward to missions 
- especially the most dangerous missions - with child-like glee and anticipation. 


Despite his unusually cheerful exuberance on the battle field, Risk is actually a capable warrior. He 
combines his skills from his Hyper-racing days and his new adoption of the fast pace and dangerous 
nature of Earth's extreme sports and works them to his advantage as a foot solider. He's willing to take 
any kind of risk to help the Autobot cause, from using a rocket launcher to bring down a small Decepticon 
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platoon to using a starcruiser at mach 5 to penetrate a Decepticon stronghold. 


Easily pleased and full of energy and vigor, he gets nervous and twitches when he stays in one place too 
long. He's always on the go, when he's not on the battlefield, just to find anything fun. Risk is highly 
protective of his friends, especially his partner and father figure, Goose. He'll place his neck on the 
chopping block to protect his friends and teammates. 


Unfortunately, his behavior makes most of his comrades think he's just a crazy bot with a death wish. 
Some of the Autobots treat him as a throwaway solider, making him an outsider in the Autobot ranks. In 
public, he appears not to care and shrugs it off with a optimistic manner and a smile. In reality, this has 
made him increasingly lonely. He ignores his slowly growing depression by distracting himself - listening 
to music, cutting loose, and waiting for missions. He only shows Goose his true feelings. 


Hobbies/Interests: Risk loves extreme sports! Ever since he got to Earth and saw the magical joys of 
base jumping and motocrossing, Risk has been hooked. When Risk isn't on missions or anxiously 
awaiting them, he can be seen listening to and dancing to metal, techno, trance and a little J-pop and J- 
rock with the volume way up, playing video games, and watching 80's action movies, anime (Hellsing is 
his favorite), anything by John Woo and Michael Bay (according to Risk, "the greatest director of all time") 
and hanging out with Goose. He can also be seen in the race track, ripping the roads at high speeds and 
sometimes doing stunts in busy streets to his commanders’ dismay. 


Abilities: In his car mode, Riskbreaker can go to 0 to 130 mph under two minutes and can maintain 400 
miles per hour for a good ten hours. (Hey. He’s a race car!) He has installed a nitrous oxide (N20) booster 
into his systems, enabling him to go up to 650 miles per hour in short bursts. His maximum range of miles 
is still being measured, but it's theorized that he can go up to 1900 miles with a full tank, provided Goose 
is willing. His tires are made with industrial -strength rubber and titanium and filled with a special gel to 
prevent blowouts. His windows are bulletproof and shatter-resistant. His armor has a ceramic coating that 
grants him resistance to head on-collisions and acid that would bring down most Autobots. 


When he's in his robot mode, his speed carries over. He's also eerily agile in this form, despite his tall 
frame, and can easily dodge a barrage of enemy fire with ease and total (albeit unconscious) and 
uncanny control. He doesn't have any special abilities besides having above-average endurance and 
being really, really fast. He has good aim and rather decent marksmanship skills (must be all those John 
Woo movies). His hand-to-hand combat skills are decent as well, not enough to make him a martial artist, 
but enough to get out of a scuffle. 


His true power lies in his absolute fearless nature and his willingness to do anything to bring an enemy 
down. Given the fact he was a hyper racer and a participant in illegal street racing, Risk is a highly skilled 
stunt driver. 


Risk is armed with dual photon pistols, photon charges and modified photon grenades. He also has a 
modified multipurpose assault rifle that can emit high-intensity plasma energy, conventional bullets, acid 
pellets, and laser fire. 


His partner, Goose, transforms into his engine through the Powermaster process. In this mode, he acts 
as Risk's power source and can almost turn any fuel source into usable form. Goose's armor is equipped 
with a jet pack that enables him to fly up to 50 miles per hour, an independent air tank and rebreather with 
six hours worth of breathable air, an onboard communication system, and hand-mounted photon cannons 
for self-defense. Some of the components for the N20 booster system are also within Goose's armor, but 
Risk has the main component for it as well. 

Weakness: Even though his speed is his greatest asset, it's also his greatest liability. He can’t make any 
sharp or sudden turns when he’s speeding. He needs a five-minute advance warning and some distance 
should he decide to turn. When he uses his N20 boost, he can’t make any sudden turns. If he attempts to, 
he’ll violently swerve, flip over, and crash. 


Risk can only use the N20 booster for a limited time - usually only twice. Using the booster also cause a 
great strain on Goose. The first four minutes aren’t bad, but the minutes after that he starts to feel a 
burning sensation in his body and a physical strain pulling on his nervous system. If he pushes himself 
over the limit, Goose will be rendered unconscious and will be unable to give Risk any fuel or power. He 
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requires an hour of rest to regain his vitality. 


Even though Risk's armor gives him a good amount protection from some conventional firearms, life- 
threatening collisions (he has lot of them) and impacts, his armor doesn't protect him from missiles, 
Electromagentic Pulses (EMP), and anything powerful such as Megatron's Fusion Cannon. That will 
automatically take him out of the game. Even though he can withstand any crashes with any Autobot in 
his class, he can’t survive a head-on collision with the likes of Optimus Prime, Ultra Magnus, and 
Motormaster (a lesson he has yet to learn). 


The biggest crack in his armor is actually his fearlessness and reckless behavior and, in Optimus' words, 
colorful personality. He sometimes unintentionally put other in danger or he causes the existing problem 
to be come so overwhelming to the point of being barely containable. This act alone always has him 
being chewed out by Goose. 


Strength: 6 
Intelligence: 5 
Speed: 9 
Endurance:9 
Rank:3 
Courage: 10 
Firepower: 6 
Skill: 6 


Characters created by Haretrigger 
Edited by newsy891 
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Autobot 
Longhorn 


“One day we will overcome the oppression of Scourge” 
Allegiance: Jungle Planet freedom fighter 


Bio- 

As one of the Jungle planets most renown rebels, Longhorn is a constant thorn in Scourge’s side. His 
efforts to overthrow the current leadership regime has earned a high ranking on the Jungle planets most 
wanted criminals list. Longhorn spends most of his time hiding as to keep villagers safe from the 

constant barrage of pursuers interested in the high bounty oh his spark and soldiers of Scourge interested 
in pleasing their leader. 


Not much is known about Longhorn, as per secrecy is necessary for his survival as well as keeping 
supportive villagers safe. However as it is commonly known among the villagers and fellow Jungle planet 
rebels, he is never far to find in times of need. 


Weapons / Abilities- 

Longhorn is a master of several hand to hand martial arts fighting styles. Large blades on his wrists are 
wielded with the precision of a surgeon in a fight. Energy bolt caster can double as a heavy duty melee 
weapon. Exceptionally skilled at espionage. Is immune to radar devices in beast mode. 


Weaknesses- 
His forced sense of secrecy has also created an overbearing sense of loneliness. Longhorn can 
sometimes fall into a depression that can affect his abilities. 
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Decepticon 
Frostbite 


“Beg me for your life” 
Allegiance: Jungle Planet general 


Bio- 

Frostbite is the epitome of the cold hearted killer. Renown as a mass murderer, Frostbite has recently 
decided to lend his talents to the forces of Scourge. Under his leadership Frostbite has earned fortunes 
that have drained villages of their well being. As a general in the armies of Scourge, he is able to create 
even more of the fear associated with his name. 


Of all his accomplishments under the leadership of Scourge, Frostbite is most proud of murdering every 
citizen in his home village. The corpses from the massacre are used as decoration for his personal castle. 


There is nothing more to Frostbite than hatred. Fortunately for Scourge, he is still stronger than Frostbite. 
However when the day comes that Frostbite can claim the mantle of leadership as his own, Scourge has 
something to worry about. 


Weapons / Abilities- 

Frostbite is second to none with the large sword he wields in battle. Possess a freeze ray in his left arm. 
Frostbite often uses the ray to freeze his opponent and then strike down with his blade. Various blades 
and spikes protrude from his body in both beast 

and robot modes. In beast mode can travel at record speed and track most scents. 


Weaknesses- 
Frostbite can get carried away when killing and has been known to blindly massacre his own soldiers. 
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BotCon ’97 Proposal Guidelines 


This sheet provides some guidelines for your proposal to do BotCon °97. The first 
section lists things required to be in the proposal. The second section lists things that 
are suggested but not required. 


Requirements 
& The proposal must be written, preferably typed, and include your name, 
address, phone number, and e-mail address if available. 


t It must list the proposed location and date(s) of the convention. 


® Any planned or confirmed events or guests must be listed and noted as such. 
This includes involvement from Hasbro/Kenner. 


Suggestions 

e Say why you feel your show would be the best of all applicants. Include 
information about mass transportation, food, lodging, and other interesting . 
places to visit. 


e Most hotels and convention centers, as well as representatives from Hasbro/ 
Kenner, require proof of liability insurance before any agreements are made. 
Please check for any requirements they may have. 


NOTE: If your proposal is chosen, you will be required to pay a one-time licensing 
fee for the rights to use the name BotCon. You will also need to sign a Statement of 
License. 


The deadline for proposal submissions is October 14, 1996. A decision will be 
made and all people notified of the results no later than October 31, 1996. 


Please submit your proposal to Jon Hartman, 602 Seagraves Ave., Kendallville IN 
46755-2253 or jhartman@noblecan.org. 
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